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This is MY.!hellaney, a magazine for fun and for 
fantasy. M)1hellaney is concocted by people like 
you who love reading about beasts, armor, princes, 
and then, (hopefully) writing about them. The 
magazine is not very large at present. Our goal 
is to grow to include not only stories by our readers, 
but also top professional talent. To help increase 
our circulation, a $25 dollar gift certificate from 
Dragon's Hoard Bookstore will go to the reader 
giving us the most paid subscriptions for our next 
issue (see details below). 
I and those who have -worked with me on this 
issue hope you will find a laugh and a dream or 
two in it. There are cartoons, a crossword puz- 
zle, and several stories we think you will enjoy. 
One is written by Phyllis A. Karr and those of 
us who enjoyed Robin and Queen Deraniel will 
be glad to meet them again in the Transalt 
Amulet on page 4. Ed Egan's tale I will let you 
discover for yourself on page 10. 
Fantasy is an arena for adventure, for a 
revel in ideals of courage and loyalty. In it we 
are free to explore the very hearts of things. 
Our modern world exacts a dreadful toll on the 
body, mind, and spirit. (Smog destroys the 
first, TV the second, and materialism the last.) 
Fantasy is a refuge and a reaffirmation that 
man is more than the sum of his parts; he has 
a place in creation and a purpose in living. 
This magazine was created by those who 
believe in all the good things made possible by 
other worlds and other times -- a new loving, a 
new laughing, a new hope. As one of our writer's 
observes: "Come share the experience. " 
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he gives the impression of being a local deity.: 
"In the valley of the Jolly -- 'Ho, ho, ho I' -· 
Green Giant. " The Sun himself appears in. the 
witness box for Sun Giant Raisins. "Now, Mr. Sun, 
did you dry these raisins naturally? 11 "Of course •. 
What do I look like, a chemical?" (Actually, he 
looks like an actor in a sun costume.) 
There are also occasional goblins, 'like fat, 
.fussy Mr. Cholesterol who can ruin a candlelight 
dinner for two. He acts more li.ke an interfering 
neighbor than a demon. I've seen grit 'n grime 
gnomes menacing the laundry. But there are more 
sprites to help with the housework: "the Dove dove, 
Mr. Clean, and the Ajax White Knight. We have 
an attendant sylph in Little Softy. She looks a lot 
like Poppin' Fresh, but in her own domain she 
curtseys cutely forth and recommends her own 
special kind of tissue. And, if memory serves, 
there is some kind of germicidal nix 'who patrols 
the commode. 
Personal favorites of mine are the Fruit-of· 
the-Loom guys. They are actors dressed in fruit 
suits, a lot like Mr. Sun's suit. These costumes 
are like those in a grade school pageant wherein 
the children represent the farm products of their 
state. Do they look like allegorical figures? 
They don't talk like allegorical figures. They say 
things like, "Hi, ya I " and, "Oh gosh and golly! 11 
to the sweet little old granny who calls them 
"My fellas, " pokes them in the pudge, and pulls 
teasingly at their grapes. 
Clairol Herbal Essence Shampoo gives us a 
violet-crowned nixie straight out of Milton's~: 
"Sabrina fair , • • sitting 
Under the glassy, cool, translucent wave, 
In twisted braids of lilies knitting 
The loose train of thy amber-dropping hair; 
••• Goddess of the silver lake. " 
It warmed the cockles of my heart to see Count 
Dracula slither up, with poised fang, on a sleeping 
damsel and then, abandoning all thoughts of blood, 
.- 1 
. : . • > 
.. . · •I' 
.. : -, , . .. .. 
..... . · : · .. . . . ..; 
·· .. ·· : ~ . 
. . . . ·· . 
• 1 -: •• • . - 
-·, . .. ~- ,. 
. . . -~· 
··.·~·- •. - .. :·~·-·,.: , ..... . . : ... ' .. : ,., ..... 
' .... ·• .:---··· .. ~·.•. .• 
·.·. '· . 
0nce upon a time in a land not far away lived· 
Miracle White and The Seven Dirties. One day. 
her front door burst open and in trooped her little 
friends, Oily, Soily, Grassy,. Greasy, Muddy, 
Bloody, and Blueberry. So Miracle White washed 
them clean and they lived happily ever after, 
This T. V. commercial first opened my eyes to 
the fact that there is a lot of fantasy and myth in 
T. V. ads; and it brought back to my mind the 
words of Gore Vidal in Myra Breckinridge: 
" ••• the placing of the man in the driver's seat 
(courtesy of Hertz) reveals in a most cogent way 
man's eternal need for mastery over both space 
and distance. " Contemporary fantasy is my favo- 
rite kind; it seems so real. And T. v:ads offer a 
continual supply. 
My earliest memories of fantasy in T.V. ads 
are of the Hotpoint Elf, the Ajax Foam Pixies, and 
the Coast Federal Savings Bunny, who has lately 
reappeared in a cartoon version of his old ad. 
I think the biggest group of T. V. godlets is made 
up of hearth sprites. Presiding over food are 
Mrs. Butterworth, Poppin' Fresh, the Pillsbury 
Doughboy, the Lucky Cha.rms Leprechaun, Chiffon's 
Mother Nature, and the talking Parkay which gave 
us a choice episode of "When Things Were Rotten" 
wherein Maid Marian picks up a bottle, takes off 
the stopper, looks in, and says, "Poison." The 
bottle says, "Perfume. " She says, "Poison I" It 
says, "Perfume I" So she sniffs it and smiles and 
dabs it behind her ears. And the bottle says, 
"Poi-son I" 
The White Rock fairy was BIG for years when 
I was a girl. She was the emblem of White Rock 
brand soda pop. She sat on a white rock (get it?) 
beside a blabbing brook. She looked like a pretty 
young woman with light brown hair softly "up". in 
a gauze dress, pretty little gauze wings. She was 
a vision of loveliness, a pattern for American girl- 
hood, a joy to all who knew her. 
The Jolly Green Giant is an agricultural god; 
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abduct her ~dlinen1. Clo1in1 1hot: Dracula, coty 
in bia cottl.n. tmilin1 under bit Burlin,ton CareH 
Luxury Sheeta. My cocldea Sot warmer atill 
when Frankie hulked throuib the Trantylvanian 
foreat to call hi1 Dad lon1 dittance. 'Reach out I 
Reach out and touch tomeone I" And every time 
l aee the Pink Panther with bit halo and bit ufe 
drivina record, my temperature 1hoot1 up into 
the hundred• r 
Remember all the tallcin1 animall? Remember 
the Dr. Rosa Oo1 Food ainaina do11 ?· That'• from 
the early 5011 at the lateat, Remember Bucky Bea• 
ver? "Bruaba, bruaha, bruaha, witha new Ipana, 
witha .brand-new tlavor •• it'• dandy tor your 
tee-eethl" "AU ua cows do our beat tor Jeraeymaid· 
Mooooo I" All the little bu1a that acream, "Raid I" 
And that precioua, adorable little birdie who sin11 
for National Lumber. And everybody knowa Morria, 
'Look, Morris, a new toy I" "Fine, play with it out- 
side," Woodsy Owl ("Give a hoot • • don't pollute I") 
and Smoky the Bear do public aervict announcement•. 
Cut to 5:05 P. M. The BIG City: an elevator 
packed with bleary 9 to 5 'era deacenda aa cheek 
by jowl "they rip out of their clothea and into Cata• 
lina Sport To1a. On the ground floor the doora 
open and, radiant, they roar out with tennis rackets, 
aolf clubs, and motorcycles. 
Finally, a 1reat and unique commercial for 
Chanel 15. Evokin1 a Laat Year at Marienbad 
mood, it ahows us a perfect summer day of bla- 
zin1 sun; an aeroplane awoopin1 low over a white 
sun-bathed mansion; a huge, 1Utterin1 pool; a tol· 
den brown woman silent and ja11ed with aopbiat• 
ication in a black bathin1 suit; a 1olden brown man 
tall, muscular, and lean looms, suggesting jet-set 
playboy and demigod and demon-lover. The only 
words spoken are the voice-over, slaw, solemn, 
and measured. Woman's voice: "I am made of 
blue skies and golden liaht, And I will feel this 
way forever." Male announcer: "Chanel #5. ,. 
Share the Fantasy. 11 
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If anything, her shrewd and mischievous expression 
was enhanced rather than hidden by the wrinkles about 
her eyes and mouth. "So you still keep up the cour- 
tesies of your world here in ours, old. friend I" Then 
turning to the gnome, who had· brought Robin to her 
inner chamber, she went on. "Very good, Khaks, 
give me back the Amulet. " 
The gnome put the blue gem into her left hand. 
She scrutinized it a moment, then hung it around 
her neck and tucked it beneath her bodice. "Now 
leave us Khaks. " 
When the gnome was gone, Queen Deranial leaned 
back in her chair, breathing heavily until she sud- 
denly doubled over and coughed, smothering the 
violent sounds in a kerchief. As she leaned back 
again, panting, Robin was alarmed by the fresh, 
green stains on the cloth - • green being the color 
of Tehzarian blood. He hurried forward to offer 
assistance, but she waved him back. 
"There's nothing can be done about it, Inglitsmin. 
Check the door." 
He did, and pronounced it satisfactorily shut. 
It opened inwardly, and at the queen's direction 
he placed a kind or glass burr, about the size of 
his daughter's fist, against the bottom of the door 
so that at its slightest opening the sound would alert 
them. This done, the queen beckoned him to her 
chair again. 
"So, old friend, when last we met, you were 
rather older and I rather younger. Now you find 
me dying." 
"I trust not ... " he began, but she silenced him 
with an imperious press of her fingers to bis ear. 
"I would like to have the face of a young man and 
an old friend close to mine for the last farewells, 11 
she went on. Then, lowering her voice, "Bend 
your bead nearer mine. " As he obeyed, she went 
on, still more quietly, "My kinsman, Prince 
Gardannkar of hated memory, so .angered the Fairy 
with that trick he played us using the Transalt 
Amulet that she permitted me to retain it only 
on condition I see it returned to her before my 
death. At least I can see my messenger on his way. " 
He started back. She caught his sleeve with one 
three-fingered hand and with the other pulled the 
blue gem up again from her bodice. 
"I am sure your Majesty must·have many more 
capable and reliable servants." 
"Faithful enough to me while I'm alive. When 
I'm dead, I can't trust one of them. They'll be 
my nephew Huklats servants then. 11 
"Is Prince Huklat so •.• undependable?" 
"Spoiled and unscrupulous. But he usually 
tries to act for the people •s good. Happy people, 
secure ruler. Huklat's good enough that I don't 
mind leaving my queendom to him, and bad enough 
Not quite two years ago, Robin bad left the 
Princess Deranial, about to be crowned Queen of 
Zarre, as a young woman with a healthy green 
Tehzarian skin about the hue of summer leaves, 
and sharp, convex features. He now found her 
a shrivelled old dame, her skin mottled with pallid 
blotches, her features blurred in wrinkles. Con- 
cealing his first shock, he bent and kissed the queen's 
hand. 
"No, " said Robin, "I will not go back again un- 
less the Fairy herself comes for me. " 
A small, olive-skinned gnome, actually the 
color of green olives, not the dusky brown hue 
usually associated with the term, held up the pale 
blue crystal that now dangled from a chain of blue 
metal. It had been set in a ring for a slim, three- 
fingered Tehzarian hand the last time Robin saw it. 
"Queen Deranial sends for you especial. " 
"Yes, yes, I know that's the Transalt Amulet," 
said the Englishman, "and I know it enables its 
possessor to travel between our two worlds. You 
must pardon me, however, if, after my last adven- 
ture, I mistrust anyone who comes to me bearing 
that same talisman. Now if you will kindly release 
my daughter and allow us to be on our way ... " 
The gnome chuckled. "The little thing's safe 
ber er I've slipped us two outside your world's 
time. You'll find the dot waiting for you safe and 
happy and never knowing you were gone. " 
Robin looked at the unmoving clouds, the gull 
hanging motionless in mid-swoop in the deep blue 
sky, his own two-year-old daughter Maybud perch- 
ing on a boulder in the tall, unrippling grass, her 
little mouth open for a squeal of delight and her 
chubby bands poised for the clap she had been begin- 
beginning just as her father caught sight of the 
Tehzarian gnome. He repeated, "First let me 
take the child home. " 
The gnon.e shrugged. "Twenty minutes, by your 
clocks, " he said, strolling out of sight behind a rock. 
May clapped her hands, tried to imitate the gull's 
cry, and protested loudly when told it was time to go 
home for dinner. 
Later that evening, Robin went into the garden 
alone to puzzle out whether honor demanded his 
return to the field, or whether common sense 
demanded he shrug the whole thing off. 
He suddenly saw the Tehzarian gnome, standing 
beside a fuchsia bush round which the bees had 
frozen in midair. "Twenty minutes, I said, 11 
remarked the gnome, "not two hours. " 
11 I was just coming. At least, I was just about 
to make up my mind to come, " Robin said, and 
added: "The way beneath the stile, I suppose?" e 
by Phyllis Ann Karr 
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Two or three times during the afternoon, when 
Robin stopped for a short rest and saw no one else 
near, he carefully drew the Amulet from his waist- 
coat pocket and tried to puzzle out the secret of its 
working. On the whole, however, he was well enough 
content that Queen Deranial had not told him the 
secret; the walk was very pleasant, the road smooth 
and the day comfortably cool, with the pearly orange 
sky of Tehzaria marbled by a few feathery blue clouds. 
The Wuffiestew Inn, which he reached an hour be- 
fore twilight, was a clean, one-story establishment 
with its front door to the road that wound up to it 
through the gentle, rolling foothills. Behind the 
inn and its outbuildings was a forest of coniferous 
red trees, and between the forest arid the distant 
mountain peaks could be glimpsed an expanse of 
pale green mist, the color of a mayfly's wing. 
Mrs. Wemwidden, the landlady, a placid woman 
of mixed gnomish and nixie blood, was not greatly 
unlike Cornish innkeepers. Arrangements for 
entering the misty vale of Eltwillow were quickly 
made, nor did Mrs. Wemwidden even suggest 
folk in is part of her trade. In that candle drawer 
above my bed you 'U find a red silk pouch with ten 
rellers and a parchment inside. The parchment is 
a letter to the Fairy. Important, in a personal way. 
My self-justifications, my farewells. Nothing Huk- 
lat would steal. That's your excuse for wanting to 
see the Fairy. You don't always bave to tell the 
whole truth, old friend, when only part of it will 
do as well. To reach the Wufflestew Inn, leave the 
city by the northeast gate and follow the main road 
all the way. Whenever it branches, take the most 
northerly-pointing branch. 11 • 
"l '11 be an object of remark on the open road, " 
Robin pointed out. "I am so well known here, Prince 
Huklat will be able to learn 'at once which road I've 
taken. 11 
"Of course you'll be an object of remark. You're 
a national hero to us now. Huklat, though, is ward- 
ing off his grief at my imminent demise by playing 
sweet games with his future consort Tivlone. I will 
have orders that I be left to meet my death decently 
alone. With luck, they won't come into my chamber 
again until you've reached the inn. With further 
luck, they won't discover that the trinket between 
my breasts is not the real Amulet for quite some 
time after that." Deranial chuckled. "My last 
gift to my beloved nephew. Now let me see you 
find that pouch, Inglitsmin. " 
Robin retrieved it from the small drawer. 
Inside were the folded parchment and the ten 
triangular, dull gray coins. 
The queen nodded. "Now, old friend, that 
courteous custom of your world would be pleasant 
one last time. " 
He bent and kissed her hand. Before he could 
rise again, he felt her other hand stroking his head. 
She leaned forward, kissed his ear, and fell back 
into her cushions. "Now iO· Send Kha.ks to me on 
your way out. For political reasons, old friend; 
no outlander, not even you, should be the last to 
see the ruler. of Zar re alive. " 
I wouldn't trust him with the Amulet. Even without 
my promise to the Fairy." Seeming about to cough 
again, she controlled her throat with visible effort, 
pulled the chain from around her neck, and handed 
it to Robin. "Here. Slip off the Amulet and bide 
it on your person. Or in your person -- you might 
swallow it." 
He slipped the jewel Crom its chain. It was 
half the size or his thumb, and the metal loop that 
had been amxed to hang it on the chain looked 
scratchy. He shook his head. "I should, perhaps, 
remind your Majesty of my inconvenient lack of 
ability to tell lies. And ••. " he supposed he must 
be blushing, "I fear I've a rather poor history of 
resisting torture." 
Seeming not to notice his objection, the Queen 
went on, "Now string this on the chain and hang it 
around my neck again. " She pulled a second blue 
crystal from a cushion of her chair and gave it to him. 
Her hand quivered a little. 
Sighing, Robin tucked the true Amulet into his 
waistcoat pocket and strung the false one. 'Suppose 
I myself succumbed to the temptation of retaining 
the Amulet?" 
"You've a good history of resisting that kind of 
thing. Even if you did not, I'd rather leave it in 
your fingers than in my nephew's or anyone else's 
around me." 
She bent her head, He obediently dropped tbe 
chain back around her neck. Reaching up, she drew 
his head close to hers once more. 
"The Fairy is in Eltwillow, " she whispered. 
"l saw her enter by looking into the Amulet itself. 
Eltwillow's half a day's walk from here for two 
good, healthy legs. It's also a magic-haven with 
only one way in and that way not always open." 
"A magic-haven?" 
"A place where folk can go to get away from all 
magic. A few havens are natural, most of them 
are protected by a charm woven all around. " The 
dying ruler grinned. "Magic to banish magic. 
Just outside Eltwillow is the Wufflestew Inn. 
The landlady, Wemwidden, knows how to get into 
the haven. She'll want references and pay. Guiding 
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"Ebl ! Hush!" said Mrs. Alriloe, the elf-woman. 
"I'm so very sorry, sir, I ••• " 
"It's perfectly all right, madam. Pin a father . 
myself." He turned to the boy. "I come from very 
tar away, lad, " he explained with a friendly smile. 
"Where I come from, this is a healthy color." 
"Upsy-down Land?" said Eb~. 
"No, "the Englishman began, hesitated, and then 
added, "At least, not Upside-Down Land to us. 
Here, would you like to see something?" Drawing 
out bis purse, Robin chose a shiny new sixpence 
and spun it across the table to the child. 
Ebl bent over and squinted at it. "Ltttte pet 
plantie? 11 be suggested at last. 
"No. Guess again. 11 
Ebl did not look quite convinced that the sixpence 
would not sprout shoots and flowers and walk away. 
" Thing to pin your clothes?" he hazarded, pointing 
at the buttons on Robin 1 s coat. 
"No, not quite. One more guess.": 
"See, Ebl, it has not little holes to sew it on 
with, 11 said Mrs. Alriloe, as interested as the 
child in the game. '~n ooloowaneen? 11 she asked, 
as Ebl turned it over as if to make sure there really 
were no holes. 
"No .•. that is, I think not." Whatever an 
ooloowaneen was, it apparently had no equivalent 
in the English language. 'No, it's coin of the realm, 
a piece of our money. 11 
"Money!" cried the little boy, and popped it into 
his mouth. Robin started up at once, but Mrs. Al- 
riloe seemed more upset over her soil's manners 
than concerned for his safety. 
"Ebl I" she scolded. "Spit it out and wipe it off 
at once. Don't you remember that it's rude to taste 
other people's money? I'm so very sorry, sir. 
I've told him and told him, but he does so love to 
taste coins. Ebl I Spit it out at once, do you hear, 
before you melt it away. and goodness knows how 
we '11 pay it back I He gets so little of his own to 
suck, you see, sir. Ebl I" 
"No taste, " said the child, spitting it o.ut and 
screwing up his face. > 
charging more than two rellers for the passage. 
Since it could not be made until the rise "of the second 
or Tehzaria 's moons sometime after midnight, 
she proposed a private room in which he could rest 
betimes. Both the room 'and dinner together would 
cost another reller and a half, which be assumed 
was a fair price. 
Tired from the afternoon's walk, he hung his 
coat and hat in a clothespress designed for other 
sorts of garments, removed his boots, and lay on 
the bed, or, rather, in it, for it was a kind of trough 
filled with straw and featherbedding. He meant only 
to rest for a moment, but, more tired from the walk 
than he had realized, he dozed off almost at once. 
He awoke again to darkness that seemed to flow 
in through the window as palpably as had the late 
afternoon light. A warm glow, appetizing smells, 
and cheerful voices, including childish laughter, 
penetrated from the equivalent of the common 
room all the way down the hall to creep in through 
the crack beneath his door. His hand was still on 
his waistcoat pocket where it had been when he fell 
asleep. He pressed down and felt, through the silk, 
the reassuring bulge of the Amulet. 
He rose and kindled a lamp with one of the ingen- 
ious, almost self-igniting matches of this world. 
Queen Deranial's letter, in its silk pouch, he left 
beneath his pillow. The Amulet, after drawing it 
out and re-examining it, he tucked back again safely 
in his waistcoat pocket. Then he hurried to the 
common room with happy thoughts of the company 
and dinner awaiting him. 
The .company was not numerous, the entire 
population of the Wufflestew Inn consisting or the 
landlady and her son; a woman of indeterminate 
age and her almost-grown daughter who between 
them did the outside work, and two other guests: 
a thin-faced elfin woman in clean but badly frayed 
brocade, and her small son of somewhere between 
four and five years of age. 
Guests, servants, Mrs. and Master Wemwidden, 
all ate together at the same long table. The food 
was simple, wholesome, and three of the four dishes 
were tasty, .though the last, a purple custardy stuff 
with grape-~ized chunks of crunchy matter which 
Robin hoped was not insect in origin, had no flavor 
at all to his mouth. 
Either bashfulness, appetite, or early training 
in some code of Elfin etiquette kept Ebl, the little 
boy, silent much longer than an earth child of the 
same age would have remained. But at last, with 
purple custard obscuring the dimple that all but 
covered his tiny, pointed, blue chin, he turned to 
his mother and asked in an audible whisper, "Mum, 
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saying good-bye to you all alone. I don't think all 
she wanted was a few tears for sentiment, and I 
don't think you spent the rest of the day walking 
the Eltwillow road for the exercise. Neither does 
the prince. Don't know what he wa.nts to get from 
you, but I'd guess it's important and l'd guess the 
queen didn't want him to have it, or else I wouldn't 
be here. Now hurry. I can hear 'em." 
Whirtaks were Tehzarian beasts- that more or 
less resembled huge greyhounds, but had seven 
legs. Their speed was terrific, with three legs 
churn.ing on each side of its body and, where 
Earth animals have tails, a leg served as a bal- 
ancing, steering, and extra-impulse appendage, 
working with the others in a way all but incom- 
prehensible to an Earth visitor. A whirtak could 
cover ground at about the same proportionate speed 
as an excited spider. Robin could not hear them as 
soon as the gnome could, but, even as he hesitated 
at the window, the sound of their gallop reached his 
ears, a smooth rumble rather than a rhythmic 
clumping. 
"I'll hide you beneath the waterfall," said Khaks. 
"How- -far is it?" said Robin. 
"Far enough. They'll poke into every bush 
near the old Wufflestew, but by the time they get 
to the waterfall, likely they'll just be shouting and 
listening for wrong echoes." 
"Can we outdistance them?" At the whirtaks' 
speed, it seemed improbable. 
"We'll be on the high trail in four jumps. 
Whirtaks clln't follow there. Hups !'.' 
Prince Huklat's party had arrived. The noise 
of whirtaks was replaced by a clamor of shouting 
and banging on the door. 
"Come on I" said the gnome. 
"Directly." 
"Now I" Khaks reached out a knobbly green 
hand and made a snatch at Robin's shirt front, but 
the Englishman stepped back out of reach. 
"Won't mind it if the prince questions you, eh?" 
said Khaks. 
"If you will leave me alone for two seconds, " 
,, 
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Closer examination of his own Zarrian rellers, 
coupled with the natives' explanations, revealed 
something Robin had not learned in his previous 
visits. The coins of Zarre were compounded of 
various herbs, spices, and teas, pressed together 
into a tight, solid material that held up well for 
trade purposes but could be broken into smaller 
pieces or shaved fine for culinary use when desired. 
To compensate Ebl for sucking away at hard, insol- 
uble silver, Robin found a bit of barley-sugar in 
his pocket and gave it to the boy, who soon discovered, 
to his obvious delight, that it was even better than 
money, sweeter than most coins and with a more 
satisfying crunch, 
The evening passed pleasantly indeed. Ebl re- 
mained fascinated with the outlander, and Robin 
enjoyed his attention to the hilt. Entertaining a 
young child for an hour or two can be great sport 
indeed, when the child is well behaved and does 
not pull, punch, or pinch too much, and when 
everything you do amuses it. From tying his 
handkerchief into animals, Robin progressed to 
giving Ebl horsie-rides first on his knee and then 
on his back, and thence to the quieter games of 
f'ingerplays, cats' cradle, and shadow pictures. 
All the earth animals, of course, had to be ex- 
. plained, and the Tehzarian adults were as enthralled · 
as the child to hear about the originals of the shadow 
elephant and shadow tortoise. 
An ooloowaneen, he learned during a pause for 
rest, was a playing piece in the game of loowanin, 
which sounded like a sort of backgammon. Robin 
would not have been averse to trying it with one of 
the adults when Ebl was tucked away for the night, 
but, being rather tired himself, he retired to his 
room a few moments after Mrs. Alriloe had taken 
her son to theirs. 
As he stripped off his coat and began to undo 
his stock he saw a gnomish face at the open win- 
dow. At almost the same moment Robin glimpsed 
it, the gnome outside started slapping the window- 
frame as if to draw attention to his presence. 
"Kha.ks?" said Robin. 
"Voice low, lad." The gnome climbed over the 
windowsill into the room. "Huklat's almost here. 
We've got to get you away fast." 
"Huklat? The prince? Is. , • " 
"The queen held on until sunset, warm-winds- 
waft-her-soul, but Huklat must suspect something, 
started out with the trollop Tivlone and three sol- 
diers on their fastest whirtaks while the old queen's 
lips were still being sewn. " 
"But what does he suspect?" 
Khaks shrugged. "Expected you to know that. 
All I know is Deranial sent me to your world to 
bring you back so she could spend a full mealtime 
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indeed require him to hurry on. But he did not have 
the Amulet any longer, and the child screamed 
again. This time a woman's scream, the mother's, 
joined it. 
Robin jerked free, turning and hurriedly groping 
his way back up the path. "I'm coming I" he shouted. 
Apparently Khaks gave him up as a bad job, for he 
did not pursue him. 
Despite Robin's shout, Ebl screamed the third 
time just as the Englishman reached the win- 
dow. The man waiting there, a large, burly, 
grinning fellow in Zarrian leather-armor, grasped 
his wrists at once and hauled him back through 
the opening. 
Four more Zarrians stood in the room. Three 
of them bent over the bed; the fourth stood at the 
foot of the bed, with one hand heavy on Mrs. Al- 
riloe 's shoulder. 
"Stop it I" cried Robin. The three Zarrians who 
had been bending over the bed straightened, and the 
two of them who had been on the side nearest the 
window turned around to face the Englishman. The 
elf woman uttered a small sob as she stared at him. 
Robin gave his wrists a shake. Somewhat to 
his surprise, the burly warrior released them, 
but promptly moved in front of the window and 
stood there. still grinning, to block escape by that 
rout, The man who had held M'cs. Alriloe left 
her and took up his guard at the door. Three of the 
men were warriors in leather armor, and the other 
tw~ one a woman, in orange silk. 
Robin folded his ar ms and cleared his throat. 
'You need not retain the child and his mother. I 
believe I am the Englishman for whom you were 
calling." 
The man in orange silk waved one arm, on which 
the ornate blue-metal armband of Zarrian royalty 
glinted in the lamplight, and stepped to one side, 
allowing Robin a view of the bed, Ebl poked his 
head above the wooden side, grinned, and waved 
both hands to the Englishman. The nobleman gave 
him something that looked about the size and shape 
of a Zarrian coin, and the child popped it into his 
mouth and began climbing out of the bed, sucking 
happily. IS- ? 
said Robin, as masterfully as he could, 't'll join 
you shortly, " 
"I'll count forty-eight," said Khaks, his head 
disappearing beneath the windowsill. 
All Robin's instincts from the beginning had 
been to follow the gnome at once. But Queen 
Deranial had said she could trust none of those 
around her, and presumably that included Khaks.- 
Best hide the Amulet before joining him. Glancing 
around the room. trying to spot a sate· hiding place. 
he suddenly realized that he had been pressing his 
hand to his waistcoat and there was no small inner 
bulge. 
He thrust his fingers into the pocket, found it 
empty. A rapid investigation of his other pockets . 
revealed no Amulet. He looked desparately around 
the room again. 
With a hiss like a cat's, the gnome poked his 
head above the windowsill again; and hearing pur- 
poseful footsteps coming down the hallway, Robin 
bolted tor the window. 
Khaks helped, unnecessarily, to pull him through 
and they fled into the darkness. In four jumps they 
were indeed on what Robin presumed was the trail, 
but here Khaks held their speed back. Robin un- 
derstood why when his foot slipped an inch. Half 
of it hung over emptiness for a few seconds before 
he jerked it back to solid ground. 
"No cliffs here, " said Khaks with a reassuring 
grunt. 'No more'n a three-stride drop anywhere. 
Give you a nasty jolt, though, maybe break some- 
thing. Drops into water some places. ugly splash. 
Slow and easy here. " 
The noise inside the building had seemed to 
subside for a few moments. But now, as the refu- 
gees edged along the narrow trail, shoulder-high 
rocks to their right, emptiness to their left, and 
darkness all around, a voice shouted after them. 
"Hi I Outlander I 11 
Robin looked back. A dim square of light, 
partly obscured by a couple of trees, showed the 
location of his room with its weak snark-oil illu- 
mination, and a large figure was filling half the 
window, apparently peering out. 
Khaks tugged at his sleeve. "They can't see 
us, " the gnome muttered, almost too low for even 
his companion to hear. 
"Outlander 111 the man at the window called again. 
"We have a child in here. " 
Robin gave a start. Khaks gripped his right arm 
and tugged him onward. The Englishman planted 
his feet and hooked his left arm round a small tree 
that stood near the edge of the path's rocky wall. 
The tree shook and wriggled its roots, and at the 
same time the slight scuffle between man and 
gnome dislodged a few pebbles, which rolled over 
the drop with a faint rattle. Khaks stopped pulling 
at once, but retained his grip. 
"A little elf boy. 11 the man at the window went on. 
"Name of Ebl. We've got his Mum looking on, too." 
"They won't hurt him, 11 muttered Khaks, tugging 
again. 
Inside the child screamed. 
Had Robin still carried the Transalt Amulet, it 
is just conceivable that he might have been able to 
persuade himself that the fate of two worlds did 
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ing farther and farther into the old gardens until 
he noticed a faint glow in the distance. 
It came from a small lake, wine-red in the 
silver rays of the fat Moon. In the center of the 
lake was a st atue c,f a great fish, elongated like an 
eel, with scales of marble. Horns it carried on a 
flat wide head, and a grotesque smile on its gaping 
jaws. 
Seeking to peer through the bottomless depth, 
the prince saw a radiance rising to the surface 
amidst many bubbles. He grasped for his sword 
as the waters parted revealing a maiden standing 
by the fish statue and laughing like tinkling silver 
bells. 
Peregrine gaped at the damsel clad in silver 
light that swirled and moved about her, a garment 
that yet seemed a living thing. Her skin was pale 
and her eyes were green sapphires from fabled 
Ophir. 
She seemed to know the prince, and mocked 
his silence. "What, the fairest prince great 
Gramercy has ever known, and strong as a 
young bul\ newly horned, as quiet as any poor 
fish waiting for the pike to pass. Come, come, 
some greeting to my station!" ' 
Pere~hP. ~asped like some poor fish indeed 
while he sough! tis voice. The Lady of the Lake 
in the ghostly palace laughed and laughed. 
The prince bowed slowly, and spoke in halting 
tones the fair courtesy of Gramercy: ''Damsel of 
the Night, Queen of the Moonlight, give me, your 
prince, your name that I may honor, yea, verily 
worship it with my tongue!" 
She stopped laughing.. and the light about her 
grew. "I am Melisande, ruler of the lake waters 
for more years than you may be even if a score 
of years were added to each one of yours." Her 
eyes gleamed in their rich green depths. 
The prince's new-born love was hurt. He 
begged her not to mock him further in such a 
lonely place. A Faerie companion would wile 
away the tiresome hours of his banishment. 
by Tom Egan 
& the ages of long ago when the world was 
young in its -ireams and mighty kingdoms spread 
their power like jeweled carpets upon the earth, 
there lived a great monarch with many fair regions 
under his sway. His sons were three, the eldest 
being Prince Peregrine, the heir, and fair as the 
morning when Spring lay on the green earth and 
the golden larks sang. He had health and strength 
beyond his twenty-one years, but lacked prudence 
tempered by common sense. 
His father taught him statecraft, how to general 
an army, and how to ride in the wild hunts the Court 
of Gramercy loved so well. But good King Caedmun 
could do naught to temper the wild, arrogant spirit 
Prince Peregrine exhibited again and again. The 
young man bethought himself a great warrior like 
his ancestors, and begged his father for a prince- 
dom to rule, or a duchy. He would fight the wild 
nomads of the North, and would conquer more lands 
for Gramercy to rule. 
"No, no, my son," Caedmun had sighed, "you 
would lay waste the land and lose countless lives. 
Let our treaties remain, even with the barbarian3 
of the wild-woods, until we are forced to protect 
the realm from invasion. You must learn prudence 
to be a future king!" 
But Peregrine scoffed and intrigued at Court. 
His father finally grew angry and banished him to 
the old palace, now deserted for so many years 
that court historians no longer remembered why 
it had been abandoned. There he had no servants. 
Few of his friends would dare visit him. 
0 
The prince sulked and wandered through the 
weed jungles of what were once great gardens. 
He recalled the tales of ghosts and boggles told 
by nurses long ago, but these were as naught to 
a young man cut off from the fair ladies of the 
royal court, good friends in taverns, and riotous 
boar hunts. He strode with lonely, bitter thoughts 
as the Moon rode full on the summer's night, walk- 
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"Oh, would I indeed?" the creature laughed 
sharply. "I thought princes made their own rules, 
father or no father. Why not ride off to seek the 
adventure of great· deeds you so er ave?" 
"I will not inflame the further displeasure of 
my king. I am heir to the throne, but I have two 
eager brothers ••• and you are here. Be sensible 
and come to me. " 
Melisande smiled. To hide her thoughts she 
turned as if to count the marble scales of the statue 
beside her. "At last," she purred to herself, "one 
has come who will do my will. " She turned suddenly 
and looked directly at the prince who returned her 
gaze with youthful adoration. "Perhaps I'll aid you 
in your quest tor greatness. You'll prove yourself 
to your father so none may deny your right to rule 
~, not when you're doddering with age." 
Peregrine sta, ed at Melisande's supple form, 
her bewitching smile, the swirling radiance of h~r 
robes of light. What need to think, to ponder, to 
argue the possible consequences? Say yes, .and 
grasp the wine of adventure I 
"Yes, yes, my fair one, Melisande of the Moon- 
realm I Yes, indeed I Life is meant to be seized 
quickly, not haggled over like the school masters 
who taught me I" Peregrine was excited. To have 
one like her for an ally I Who could gainsay him 
then? 
Seating herself gracefully by the statue, the 
Lady now began to tell the pr-ince tales which 
humans carelessly lump under the term or 
Faerie I "In my world, strange beings command 
the elements and tread the var-ied spheres of 
the Cosmos. There are many of us each with 
our own kingdom and wars which are waged on 
the Edge of Eternal Night. And in my world, · 
along with creatures more beautiful than a r~in- 
bow on a summer morning, there are beasts 
·which would chill your heart. You can bear 
the cries of lost souls and the bunting packs of 
the demons. Oh, to be free to return to its t?eauty 
and wildness. How terrible to be sent to this 
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Peregrine quickly reached the cellars and 
began to follow Melisande's instructions. The 
candles he used flickered as he drew a crude rep- 
resentation of the pentagram, then went out com- 
pletely as a glowi.ng red dust appeared surrounding 
the magic emhlem. Peregrine swallowed his fear 
and amazement as a true knight should, and then 
spent the next three hours digging and hacking at 
the clay surface with ancient battered weapons 
stored in the old cellar. He was bathed in sweat, 
but the prince's labors were crowned with success 
at last. A huge, glowing, green, leathery egg was 
revealed, twice as large as a man's head. 
Peregrine rushed up the steps with it to the 
night's cool breeze. What a Quest-warrior was 
he I What great magic lay within. He was still 
congratulating himself when the claws reached for 
hlm. . 
The stylized symbol ot the Worm on the egg had 
meant naught but a decoration to Peregrine who was 
ignorant in the subject of dragons. An even worse 
mistake was to ignore small cracks in the egg 
which he had assumed was the result of his digging. 
The claws which forced his attention had fastened 
on his chest, and began to tear against his skin. 
Fortunately, silver linked mail was part of the 
habilament of a prince. The baby dragon had only 
just drawn blood when Peregrine hastily threw the 
egg from him with a quite unknightly scream of 
pain and alarm. 
Peregrine' s sword was out in a trice, but the 
miniature monster, also, was growing by the min- 
ute -- larger, and fiercer, and hungrier. Its 
slimy, green scales covered a serpentine body, 
claws slashed the airs like razors, and .the head 
seemed created by Hell itself. The beast had 
reached the height of a man, and was still grow- 
ing when Peregrine charged in desparation. A 
young dragon has the cruelty of its elders but not 
their guile or skill. Peregrine slashed at its hide, 
original thief found out. But, oh, if any human 
should use Faerie power unaided;' untutored ••. I" 
Peregrine bowed low in the silence of her warn- 
ing and raised then his sword to Melisande of the 
Lake. "It shall be as you desire. Victory in the 
Quests, or death for honor' s sake I" 
0 
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half-dead Lake. full of the half-dead. 11 Melisande 
wept. 
Peregrine was perplexed. "Then why don"t 
you come out of the water and walk with· me in 
these ruins? The air is cool. I will protect you. " 
She shook her gleaming silver locks of hair. 
"No, no, I cannot enter your world. There are 
rules even for such as me I" she sighed. 
"What is there that can be done then? 11 cried 
Peregrine. 
"If you will be a great leader, you must go 
on a Quest for me--yea, three Quests. In this 
very ·place, this ruined palace, are hidden .the 
secret things of Faerie. Get me the three 
talismans of power and then you will see great 
things to shake your world." She laughed 
long and fiercely with a shrill tone of fear the 
prince did not note. 
Peregrine stood up and grasped his sword 
tightly. "Tell me your Quests, my Lady of the 
Lake I" 
"Well, young warrior, first," she intoned 
imperiously, ')>ou must go to the cellars of the 
old palace. and make the sign of the pentagram on 
the center of the earth. Where the ground turns 
bright blood-red, dig until your arms ache in their 
sockets, and then dig more. You will find a great, 
green egg marked with the sign of the serpent. 11 
"What does it do?" queried Peregrine. "And 
why was it hidden?" 
"Do not speak!" Melisande stamped her foot 
against the pedestal of the fish, then continued her 
instructions. 'Once you have succeeded, go to the 
other side of the old palace to the Well of the Uni- 
corn, now dead and dry. At the bottom of it draw 
the pentagram in the earth and sprinkle the shell 
of the dragon's egg around the symbol. You may 
see some curious things, but be BOLD. The Eye 
of Erlik, treasure of a great demon-prince of my 
realm will be revealed to you. 
"The third Quest is to climb the high Tower of 
the Eagle within the palace. In the belfry you will 
use the Eye of Erlik and whisper certain words 
as you draw the pentagram yet again. " These 
words were indeed terrible for the Lady hesitated 
to say them aloud, but the prince could not under- 
stand them for they were in a strange and forgotten - 
tongue--which was perhaps as well. 
· Melisande looked at Peregrine now. 'lf all goes 
well, you will see appear a crystal with.in the 
Tower room. Bring the crystal and the Eye to 
me. I will explain then their use." 
"But Melisande, how did these things get 
hidden outside your realm?" the young prince 
demanded in spite of his love's shyness. 
Melisande's face clouded, " There were 
strange wars in the past. Onef'rom the conquered 
realms fled the demon of Erlik, carrying the three~ 
treasures into your realm of Man, here at this 
ancient place. He perished, of course, for his 
effrontery and his spirit lies suffering; but do not 
think of him. The thing which is important is that 
you and I can use these mediums of power." Her 
smile became a secret thing. "Only a human of 
your realm can recover these talismans. It I 
were to try, the price would be terrible, as the 
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his sword giving it only a slight cut, yet the beast 
screamed in an unearthly wai~. 
It counter-attacked by seizing the prince in rend- 
ing claws which tore armour and bloodied Peregrine's 
skin. The latter kicked at its soft belly as the jaws 
opened to crush his head. The dragon breathed no 
fire having eaten nothing--as of yet= -but it screamed 
again in pain. Peregrine forced his sword up in a 
slashing blow at the soft folds of the· dragon's throat. 
The blood was green and sticky--a true death's blow. 
Peregrine waited till the creatu.re (now twice a 
man's length) was death-still. Then the prince went 
back to pick up the pieces of scattered eggshell. He 
was only a few seconds occupied when a great his- 
sing sound arose. 
The dragon was gone. In its place a green mist 
floated where the worm's carcass should have been. 
Then it too disappeared. In its place a gleaming 
ring, gold in its band, an emerald as its set-stone, 
was left on the stony court. 
The prince glanced at the ring. Its stone seemed 
to have strange swirling depths of light and shadow. 
Putting the ring in his purse by bis belt, Peregrine 
resolutely proceeded to the next two Quests. He 
was a very stubborn young man. Still, as he walked 
he thought it seemed most unfair of Melisande not 
.to tell him about the dragon. Perhaps it was 
churlish of a prince to reprove a Lady. Certainly 
creatures of a fay world had their peculiarities. 
The Well of the Unicorn was in the open air. 
The prince's wounds were painful, but not serious. 
It took nearly a whole hour to hunt up a strong 
enough rope to cast into the empty well whose 
limestone sides were curiously carved with uni- 
corns dancing. 
The rituals were followed again. The eggshells 
were beginning to exude a noisome odor, but no- 
thing else appeared. Then Peregrine felt the first 
drops of water. Looking up he saw only the broken 
rim of stone which was the mouth of the well fifty 
feet above him. Suddenly, a deluge of water 
erupted from the very walls about him. Not pausing 
to wonder bow a dry well could gain so much water 
in so little time, Peregrine used his young man's 
strength to scramble up the rope ladder to the rim. 
He was just reaching for the top wall when he 
felt a slithering and winding about bis legs and 
then an awful pressure. Glancing down, he beheld 
a huge tentacle, black, and thick with grasping 
suckers, and then it jerked him under. He 
swallowed water and his fingers clinging to the 
rope slipped. One band was forced to let go the 
rope as another tentacle·'entwined itself about bis 
body. He could not get bis sword loose. His 
free arm, beating in vain at the monster's body, 
found itself with the purse in its hand. The fin- 
gers had seized on it as a poor excuse for a 
weapon. A huge red eye appeared surrounded 
by the darkness. Pieces of his chain shirt were 
torn away by the tentacles, and in desparation 
Peregrine flailed the water with the cloth purse, 
the ring still inside. The purse hit the bulky body. 
A searing pain of green light burst about Pere- 
grine. When his mind cleared seconds later, he 
found himself hurled outside of the well, lying 
on the damp earth with the Moon high overhead. 
He looked around. No monster. He peered 
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And she came. 
ing panicky, he suddenly remembered the weird 
ritual words Melisande uttered. It was desperation 
rather than cleverness that made him utter 'them 
while his ring hand clutched the Eye. A roaring 
explosion echoed behind him as he fled down a 
darkening, narrowing tunnel like a round, black 
rabbit hole. 
He was back in the tower-, On one hand, the 
ring glowed brightly. In the other was the pearl 
in whose cloudy depths he saw a tiny creature 
shrinking and shrinking until it was the size of a 
needlepoint and vanished. What kind of fate awaited 
it, he did not want to gueaa; 
Peregrine picked up the crystal and looked at it 
and the pearl and the ring. What powers they held! 
What treasure for a future king I Yet, he had so 
little knowledge of their use and the Lady had 
given a strong warning for anyone who might mis- 
use them. Perhaps such things should simply be 
handed over. A good knight should not, would not, 
quibble with a noble damsel, and certainly not with 
the beautiful fay, Melisande. Especially it one 
wished to win her love. Still •.• ? Peregrine 
continued to ponder. 
An 'hour later he appeared before the Lake, 
carrying crystal and Eye, and wearing the ring. 
He did not need to summon Melisande. She 
appeared in the swirling water, and laughed as 
she climbed the fish statue. She clapped her 
hands in delight when she saw the talismans. 
'Give them me I" she cried and glided to the edge 
of the pool before him, holding out her hand. 
Peregrine grew more courteous in his speech 
than ever before, but refused to give the talismans 
outright to the Lady. A something should be given, 
he proposed. After all, she should have warned 
him of the dangers of the Quest. 
'bh no!" answered Melisande. "If I had told you 
of the dangers, you would not have gone. And when 
would another such as you, strong and pure and 
young, come by? Only one like you could have ob- 
tained the means of my freedom. But trust cannot 
be given 'til proven, not even to a courteous, war- 
rior such as you, most noble Peregrine. " She 
spoke with a voice that would have charmed the 
bees out of flowers. 
The prince gazed at the power in his hand, 
thinking of old fairy tales, then looked at the 
still, luminous form t"ising from the lake surface. 
Their eyes met and Melisande saw she would not 
have her freedom in this age. The young prince 
clenched his fist about the talismans and held 
them high. 
"Indeed, 0 Lady of the Lake, " he said silkily, 
" such worldly wisdom of the experiences I have 
undergone will serve me well as a future ruler. 
My father will be delighted to learn of the realm's 
new treasure. He will be even more pleased with 
the "prudence" I have gained. 
The prince glanced around at the waiting silence 
of the palace. He smiled a different smile from 
the one of old. It came to rest on the Lady. 
"Come now, Melisande. I have found your treasure. 
. Come, and teach me your song, most wise Lady 
of the Lake." 
gingerly over the damaged rim. Waters placid. 
His hands still clasped the purse. Looking inside 
he found the ring, gleaming, and slipped it on 
his finger. A perfect fit. And a magic ring 
indeed! 
The waters began to recede. On their surface 
floated a huge oyster shell. The prince snatched 
it up and examined it. The shell opened and 
Peregrine mused on a beautiful black pearl, 
lustrous in the moonlight. 
"Well, first a ring that acts like a weapon, 
and now a pearl that does what, I wonder. " 
Peregrine spoke softly to himself. He was 
beginning to be suspicious of Melisande of the 
Lake. 
But the third Quest still awaited and he hurried 
to it. The Tower of the Eagles lay in the farthest 
reaches of the old palace. Its ruins and broken 
stone staircase meant sudden death should he miss 
a step as he climbed its height: 
"The black pearl must be the Eye of Erlik. " 
he concluded as he warily trod the crumbling stones 
of the belfry's structure. "I hope thene are no fur- 
ther surprises here." but he spoke philosophically 
with no real anger. His confidence was eagle height. 
The words of Melisande were whispered as Pere· 
grine used the pearl to outline the pentagram on the 
stone floor. A flame appeared in the nighted dark- 
ness, and in the flame a blue-white crystal, beau- 
tiful beyond description, as thick as a man's fist, 
Its numberless facets seemed to draw the prince's 
eye into its prismatic world. One second he was 
in a ruined beast-tower in an ancient de ser ted 
palace, but the next in a strange world of fluctu- 
ating color richer than rainbows and radiaiing de- 
light and joy that filled him with desire to push on 
and on. He saw man-like beings of pure light who 
seemed to be involved in a strange ritual dance 
of endless circles. Their beauty and grace 
entranced him and their speech was music, a 
conversation of melodic sound one to the other 
which reminded Peregrine of a form of solemn 
plainchant. Some of these beings had wings of fire 
which burned them not as they chased each other 
through the skies. 
Beasts of terror were there also - - winged 
gryphons and dragons in combat, unicorns chasing 
in play children of light. Weird castles and twisted 
towers appeared, golden seas and liviathans of 
monstrous shapes churned forth, and the wonders 
hypnotised his mind as he flew on. Or was it more 
than his mind? One beast shocked him enough for 
panic to set in. An intense destr eto go back to 
his own world filled him. Turning, he flew through 
a whirlpool tunnel of changing color. 
The beast, an unholy union of serpent and bird, 
pursued him. Drawing closer, its single· golden 
eye fixed on Peregrine. Great bat-like wings, 
golden-scaled, seemed to glide rather than fly. 
The ring the prince wore might save him, but he 
certainly did not want to get that close to the beast 
in order to find out. Perhaps there was another 
way . . . with the Eye ..• 
He fingered the pearl and shouted "DO SOME- 
THING I" Nothing happened as he flew on. He drew 
the pentagram in the rushing air. Nothing. Grow- 
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You'd die before reveaUng the contents, I imagine? 11 
"It's not lik.ely I would, 11 said the Englishman, 
"since I myself do not know what, precisely, the 
contents are. And, yes, I rather think it was meant 
to be private, because 'personal, But I know of no 
reason I should put myself to any inconvenience in 
order to prevent your reading the thing for yourself, 
if you insist on prying, Certainly your aunt gave me 
no directions to guard it with my life, I think you '11 
find it under my pillow, unless you disturbed it in 
your quaint charade with the child. " 
Huklat made a snorting sound through his nose, 
apparently the equivalent of snapping his fingers, 
and the noblewoman retrieved the pouch from be- 
neath the pillow and handed it to him. The new 
king extracted the letter, unfolded and scanned it, 
shrugged, and tossed both it and the pouch back to 
his lady, 
"If this foolery is the extent of your mission, " 
be said, "why do you sit there looking as if you 
expect us to tie your fingers into knots? 11 
''You come bursting in at the front door like a 
band of savage mercenaries, " said Robin, "you 
bring me back here by pretending to torture a 
young child, you surround me with guards, and 
you wonder that I should misread your intentions? 11 
Huklat laughed and scratched his long finger- 
nails absently through his copper-colored hair, 
''rum about, lnglitsmin I You are brought here from 
your other world and closeted for a long mealtime 
with our dying queen. Leaving the city, you zake 
the road that leads to Eltwillow, where the Fairy 
is known to be resting, And you wonder that I > 
Mrs. Alriloe took her son by the hand and started 
out with him, "L'lo, Linglishma'am," he said in 
his elfin accent, smiling up at Robin as be passed, 
his voice slightly blurred by the coin in his mouth. 
"I -- I amsoz-r-y, Mr. Robin," said Mrs. Alri- 
loe, with one brief glance at him before she hurried 
her son on out, the guard at the door stepping aside 
for them and returning to his place at once. 
The nobleman motioned to the room's one wooden 
armchair, which stood near the table. Robin sat, 
trying to take comfort in the thought that if they 
had not really been hurting the child, they might 
not mean to hurt him either. "Prince Huklat, I 
presume?" 
"Royal Huklat, King of Z~rre. 11 The prince sat 
gracefully on the floor, leaning his back against 
the bed. Widespread Tehzarian usage had the 
judge sitting on a lower level than the criminal 
being tried, on the theory that it was humbling 
to be forced to look down: and Robin guessed 
the practice extended to other confrontations be- 
tween those who wielded power and those who 
lacked it. 
"We will come to the point at once, 11 said Huklat. 
conversationally. "What are you carrying for my 
late, popularly-mourned Aunt Deranial? 11 
"A letter, 11 Robin was slightly appalled by the 
ease with which the half-truth slid out of his mouth, 
"A letter? A mere letter?" 
"Not a 'mere letter. ' A parting epistle from 
the late, gracious sovereign of Zarre to the Fairy 
Blackstick. " 
"A private letter, I suppose? Very secret, eh? 
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hard, and Khaks had apparently left no tracks, for 
Huklat did not return with questions that would 
have forced Robin to tell him of the gnome. 
While waiting, Robin sat thinking and suddenly 
remembered his Zarrian rellers, as well as the 
Amulet, had not been found in the search. Luckily, 
he thought, he had already paid Mrs. Wemwidden 
for room and passage. She would hardly have 
accepted his English coins. 
At last, as the second moon began to rise, 
Huklat's consort, Tivlone, came with word that 
the king said the Inglitsmin was free to go into 
Eltwillow now, since it was obvious the Amulet 
was not on his person; they had only wanted to keep 
him close lest he slip out and find it again himself. 
She added mischievously, as she accompanied Rob- 
in and Mrs. Wemwidden to be sure they stayed on 
the path, that no fewer than nine other suspected 
bearers of the Transalt Amulet had left the late 
queen's chamber that day, though Huklat had con- 
sidered the outlander the most likely to have it. 
"Was it not a great honor, Inglitsmin, that you were 
the one the king himself chose to follow in person? 
But of course we have heard about you all our lives, 
A national hero, you know. 11 
Robin did not feel like a hero of any description, 
nor did he want to be one. All he wanted was to 
be returned home as quickly as possible where he 
could forget the whole episode. 
He expected Lady Tivlone to accompany them to 
the very edge of the mist and keep watch until he 
had entered Eltwillow and the way was closed 
again. But as they neared the haven wall, its 
vapor now a rosy golden shade in the moonlight, 
she stopped, touched his arm, and leaned closer 
to his ear. 
"Actually, 11 she whispered, ''Huklat's all but 
forgot you just now. But he does have his heart 
set on the Amulet and he's rather drunk with his 
kingship tonight. I'd hate to see you there in the 
way of his temper if we don't find the talisman. 
You're really rather pretty in your way." 
He started to speak, but she hushed him at once. 
"No, " she went on, "you are .!l2!_ to think of yo1.r 
promise and come back. I'm as good as queen now, 
and l. give you permission. Don't worry about Huk- 
lat followi.ng you again. The way will be closed 
once more long before be ever knows you're gone. 
Oh, but Mrs. Wemwidden must come back with me 
so that we can each say the other never left the inn. " 
The landlady nodded and pointed. "Straight 
ahead, Mr. Robin. Through those two blue trees 
with the gold leaves. You've got until the moon 
clears Issentilc Peak there. 11 
He judged that gave him a good five minutes. 
The pert noblewoman gave him a sudden kiss on 
the left ear, caught the landlady's hand, and darted 
back down the path with a chuckle, half-dragging 
the robust older woman behind her. 
Robin quickly strode the few remaining yards 
and started to step between the blue trees. His 
right leg was already envoloped in mist when he 
heard a woman's voice call his name. Turning, he 
saw Mrs. Alriloe, the elf-woman, approaching him. 
"I was waiting behind that boulder," she said, 
pointing. "I feared the princess might not leave 
should suspect my Aunt of using you to send the 
real Transalt Amulet back to Blackstick, as she 
has been threatening to send it by someone ever 
since I can remember? 11 
"The real Trans alt Amulet ? " asked Robin, 
playing for time. 
Huklat took a blue gem from one of his pockets 
and tossed it to the Englishman. 11 If you can re- 
turn yourself to your world with that, Outlander, 
I make you a gift of it. I believe it to be false." 
Robin turned it over with slightly trembling 
fingers, polished it on his sleeve, and turned it 
over again. "Her Majesty did remark, I think, 
that you had never been schooled in the Amulet's 
use, any more than I ·have been, and might take 
a rather long time to discover its secrets unaided." 
Unsheathing a knife that seemed to have several 
small, sawtooth edges on either side or the blade 
before it tapered to a very fine point, the new king 
began to clean his fingernails. The noblewoman 
sat beside him, humming and rubbing his arm. 
At length Huklat finished cleaning his nails. 
He rose, stepped over to the table, and held his 
knife blade in the lamp's flame, which lent the 
metal a green glow that might have been very pretty 
under vther circumstances. "Do you know, Eng- 
litsmin, evez- since early childhood I've wanted to 
have a chat with a man remembered throughout 
Zar re for, among other things, his inability to lie?" 
He moved his knife back and forth through the flame, 
as if seeing how near he could bring it to the wick 
without touching. "How I would like to hear you tell 
me in plain words that you brought nothing away 
from our late queen's chamber except that silly 
epistle. " The blade touched the wick, and a spray 
of silver sparks flew up with a crackling sound 
from the point of contact. 
Robin decided not to wait for the moment of 
truth. "Your Majesty is quite right," be admitted 
as evenly as possible. 111 did in fact carry away 
the Transalt Amulet, or at least a gem I was told 
was the Amulet, along with the letter, with intent 
to deliver both to the Fairy. 11 
"Ah I And where is the Amulet?" 
Robin leaned forward, elbows on knees, and 
looked at the floor. "I have not the least idea. 
Your aunt made a very poor choice of messenger. 
I , , • have lost the talisman. 11 
Huklat drove the point of his knife into the table- 
top, where it stuck with a hissing sound. "Lost it, 
eh? We must see if we can help you find it, then I" 
Huklat's young noblewoman, Tivlone, had brought 
along a store of purges and emetics, but Robin's 
oath that he had not swallowed the stone, coupled 
with his reputation for truthfulness and his fame as 
a hero of Zarre's history, spared him that much. 
Huklat insisted on a painstakingly thorough search 
of his outer person and clothing to make sure he had 
not lost the Amulet somewhere about himself. This 
fact established, the search was extended to his inn 
room. When that bad been turned thoroughly upside- 
down and inside-out, the searchers extracted his 
promise not to leave the room until King Huklat 
gave him permission to do so and then left him a 
alone to dress while they went to search the ground 
outside his window. The rocky ground was dry and 
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"Adventure. Heh! Excitement. Heh I 
. Fanzines. Ha! .A Jedi craves not these 
things ••• " 
"What of you?" She cocked one majestic gray 
eyebrow. ''You will rest here for a few days, and 
then I shall return you to your garden with the 
lapse of no more than a second from the 'time you 
left, as usual. You should find Eltwillow a comfor- 
table, peaceful place, the best. in many ways, that 
you've yet visited in this world. Ob, as for your 
expenses, don't worry. I'll pay them for you. " 
He thanked her sincerely. Ev~n by night, Elt- 
willow did appear a beautiful glade. The trees, 
moonlight limned as if with a thin coating of ice, 
· grouped and regrouped themselves in stately man· 
ner around the gently purling stream; the small, 
rosy-gray guesthouses were at once classical, 
comfortable, and in harmony with their surround- 
ings; and the encircling mist lent a taniible aura 
of safety and protection. He thought he could en- 
joy a short rest here. 
"But what I meant, " he added, "will there be 
other missions for me here in your world?" 
"As a rule, " said the Fairy, "it is impossible 
to know the future, at least in exact detail, and 
that is probably as well for all of us. In this case, 
of course, your future is Zarrian past. and a minor 
virtue or the Transalt Amulet is that it can be used 
for viewing history." She held the Amulet out to . 
him. "Its magic does not work in Eltwillow, but 
if you care to spend your time here in the practice 
of gazing into it and concentrating •• , " 
Be stared at it for a few moments, where it 
seemed to wink on her open palm in the blue light 
or two friendly Tehzarian glowspiders who were 
dancing on the small table between her armchair 
and his. At last he shook his head. "Thank you, 
Madam, but having delivered the thing, I believe 
I'd just as soon not be entrusted with it again. 
not even in Eltwillow. " 
She nodded, smiled, and pocketed the Amulet. • ''Yes, 11 said the Fairy. weighing the gem in her 
hand, "this is the true Amulet, though of course, 
like all magic, its powers are in abeyance here. 
And long enough Deranial was in getting it back 
to me. Still, she was a good administrator in most 
ways." 
"What of Khaks? "asked Robin. 
"Where the gnome may be now, I have no idea. 
Probably he's safe enough. I may tell you, though, 
that for the past few years Khaks has been cultivating 
a close friendship with a cousin of Huklat 's, who 
coveted the throne and would have made a much 
worse king. U Khaks meant to take you to this 
cousin, as I suspect, it's as well that you returned 
to the inn when you did. 11 
"Then Huklat will be a good king? 11 
"I much doubt he will be a great king, but, yes, 
he has the makings of a passably competent one, if 
young Tivlone can curb his wilder flights of unscrup- 
ulousness. " · 
"And what of Mrs. Alriloe and Ebl ?" 
The Fairy shook her head. "I will not shower 
them with rich rewards in the fashion of an old 
goddess descending from the clouds. I learned 
long ago the dangers of such lavish help." She 
smiled, "But I will try to find some way to help 
them help th.emselves." 
"Thank you, Madam. " Robin drew a deep breath. 
'~nd what of me?" 
you in time. I ••• Linglishma'an. you gave your- 
self up to save my child. " 
A few bitter comments came to his mind, but 
he kept them from his tongue. ''Well,. I dare say 
they might have done you and Ebl some real harm 
if you hadn't helped them, '' he replied with a shrug 
and a glance at the moon, half of which was now 
above the peak. "By the way. where is the merry- 
hearted, little elf?" 
."Asleep in bed; Mr. Robin, will you hold out 
your hand?" 
He held it out. expecting some elfin handclasp 
of farewell. Instead, with her left hand she gently 
cupped his fingers and with her right she covered 
his palm. slipping a number of small, hard items 
into it. She moved her hands away, and he looked 
down at the Transalt Amulet lying in his palm, • 
surrounded by his half-dozen missing rellers. 
"I took them from among your own coins while 
you played with Ebl, " she explained. "Then I slipped 
the pouch back into your pocket when you sat down 
again. and 1 think you did not know it bad been miss- 
ing. I knew you bad something of value in that close- 
fitting garment over your chest because there was 
a tiny bulge. and you patted it once or twice when 
you first joined us. " 
"Mrs.-- Mrs. Alriloe I Good madam!" For a 
few seconds he could not speak. Pocketing the 
Amulet, he pressed the six coins back into her hand, 
"You must hurry," she said, looking at the moon. 
He nodded and stepped into the mist. The trees, 
like sentient sentinels, brushed their branches 
lightly over his back and shoulders. and they must 
have been satisfied, for they let him pass at once, 
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We'll kindle fires on every hill From Withernsea to Tintagel. From Pentland Firth To Isle of Wight The watching skies 
Shall burn with light. Hogunnaa, hogunnaa, 
Tonight is New Year's Night. 
-Terrie L. West 
We'll kindle fires on every hill From Withernsea to Tintagel. From Pentland Firth To Isle of Wight 
The watching skies Shall burn with light. Hogunnaa, hogunnaa, Tonight is New Year's Night. 
The white stone gleames in my pale hand. 
The dawn I shall not see. Light the fire, oh, light the fi.re. 
The gods have chosen me~ 
The new priests damn our heathen ways 
and claim we're bound for hell. Yet even their forsaken Son Was slain upon a hill. 
Our beacon burns, and in the night As far as I can see 
A thousand fires. A thousand die On New Year's Night 
- with me. 
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In the Temple of Silence is a pool of water that 
some men call the Pool of Vision and others call 
the Pool of Judgment. Within its shallow depths 
arise streams of air bubbles that flow and dance 
in ever-changing patterns of intricate complexity. 
Certain of the temple priests gaze upon these 
patterns and so induce a trance in which they 
see things of the past or of the future or of realms 
beyond the realm of man. These priests refer to 
the pool as the Pool of Vision. Other priests, not- 
ing that whosoever touches the pool alters the pat- 
terns it contains, believe that by studying these 
changes one can learn of the true nature of he who 
causes them. To these priests, then, the pool is 
the Pool of Judgment. 
The priests who contemplate the pool once saw 
visions of desperate, battling soldiers and of cities 
burning in the night. And it came to pass that war 
soon raged and all the horrors that were seen came 
true: Soldiers from across the sea invaded the land, 
slaying many people and looting the cities. In search 
of treasure, the soldiers came to the Temple of Si- 
lence and, threatening the high priest, demanded the 
Temple's wealth. The high priest nodded and led 
them to the pool in which their arrival had been 
foretold. 
"Within this poot are all the treasures of our 
humble house, " he said. "Take all that you desire. " 
The commander of the soldiers, suspicious of 
the words of priests, knelt at the pool's edge and 
looked carefully at the patterns in the water. With 
first one and then both hands he felt the pool's rim 
and basin, hoping for a hidden door to a storeroom 
of gold and silver and precious stones. Little notic- 
ing how the water's movements grew quicker and 
more random at his touch, he called to his men to 
search the pool. Wading in, splashing and cursing, 
they joined their leader in searching the basin, 
jabbing at it with spears and swords or peering 
intently through the now-frenzied water. 
A low hiss came from the water, and then a 
raspy boiling sound; and suddenly the water was 
an angry, churning mass leaping high in the air. 
Arms, legs, and weapons jerked in twisted angles 
and desperate screams shook the stone chamber. 
In a moment the water fell, the screams echoed 
away, and there was nothing to see but the pool, 
still and smooth, weaving its silently enigmatic 
patterns. 
The soldiers were gone. 
The argument continues. Some priests call the 
pool the Pool of Vision and cite the accuracy of its 
visions of war and death. Others call it the Pool 
of Judgment and remember the soldiers who van- 
ished within its waters. At odd moments in the 
quiet hallways you can hear them whispering ever 











The Amazing Steve Becker sent 
us this runic script from a pattern 
found in one of his codebooks. 
This reproduction does no justice 
to his beautiful calligraphy, but 
we include it for those into 
cryptography. Guesses anyone? 
- Thomas Gray 
Unidillo and Armacorn 
Envied each other's hide and horn 
Who might have been the best of friends, 
Seeing they were each other's ends. 
STRANGE CREATURES 
ACROSS l)(Mf 
1. Gondolf's elvish ncrne 1. llhere It oil takes elece 
2. treeeeord 2. Journey f~~ ff9bblton to 
8. llhot It was like In llOrlo trtckhol lc* - 
9. llerry•s llesternesse weoiion 3. llhot Bl Ibo. fO\.lld OOC! hid 
10. 'the ostler hos o tlosy _ , 4. WOter off o roof 
11. souron hos one 5. lle)OnchOIY herb 
12. 3.14 6. Fanous sword 
n. ExclCJllOtlon 7. YOl.Wl9 hobb I t 
14. SondYllOll' s VO Ice 13. Little Red_ 
15. llhot Sari sold about 15. Frodo's Jono-lost •cousins• 
leaving Bil I <In o word> 18. Lost svlloble of the Dork Lord 
16. Souron•s cot 19. 61 fts fran 6olodrlel 
20. 'Slender _ the wt I lowond' 20. honest hObbl t 
21. Grunt 21. Land of the Shi re 
22. The rings for mortal men 24. King under mLntoln 
23. Gt1111 •s helmet hOd ot 27. llOn hOs seven 
least one 28. An LnfortlllDtelv discovered 
25. Butterbur•s fane elment 
26. llhot SOii sow In lthlllen n. COLnsel 
29. llerry & PIPPln sot on 311. Fore_ well 
the eese of It 38. Favorite ellffllY of D&D' ers 
30. PIOnsters "°· Orclsh cOlllUllcatlon 31. Hobblts can_ hordshlD in. Poetic e)(l)resslon 
32. Attribute of ores. 112. ccmalld 
35. Diverted river 43. Elther/_(Klerke900rd) 
S7. Nonna! eXllresston of 46. 2nd syloble of Lothlorten' s 
o goblin Oueen 
39. How 3 crossed the plain 
or Rohan 
42. Dwarf's chief love 
114. Elvish cry 
45. one of Gollun's hates 
116. 2nd & 3rd letters In the 
nane of one of the Nine llolkers 
qs. Hobblts favorite oosttline 
119. Ccotoln In the Cl rl th Unga! 
Potrol 
precious, isn't it I; 
. .! -~~----~--r-- 
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Mythellany is the fiction/poetry periodical of the Mythopoeic Society. 
The Mythopoeic Society is a n'cSnprofit organization devoted to the study 
and enjoyment of myth and fantasy literature, especially the works of 
J. R. R. Tolkien, C. S. Lewis, and Charles Williams. 
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